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	1. Prologue

Owen Shaw was in Washington once again, only this time it was not whilst he was part of his Majesty's army. He was here for himself. He was about to engage in perhaps, his favourite game to date. Well, what other way could you describe an elaborate game where you intend to play the best trick on the FBI?

It was too bad the FBI would hate every minute of it. He was sure the idea of working with him would make their skin crawl. In fact, if it didn't - then he had not done his job right.

He was standing in the square that served as the entrance to the infamous building. His associate, Vegh, was on time. She hated this plan and could not see how Owen's plan could work. It would work as Shaw had planned it with perfect precision. He'd studied all the players who would get involved. Vegh said only, "Are you ready?"

Shaw just raised one eyebrow. The question itself amused him but he wouldn't stoop to answering it. He chose to keep the conversation on track. "Did you bring me what I requested?"

"Of course Owen." She seemed offended by the idea of failure to complete her job.

Shaw smirked, placing his shades back on. He was ready for the game to begin. "Then yes I have everything I need."

There was nothing left for him to do but announce himself to the FBI. The building was stereotypical and with so many american movies showing the exact layout. There was not one ounce of surprise in it for him. Owen slid up to the visitor box, "I would like to speak to Director Penning please."

The guard looked up, "Do you have an appointment?"

"I suspect that he will make an exception for me." The guard sneered, he had heard that line one too many times.

Only Owen doubted that they were number two on the FBI most wanted list. He had a few seconds for the database to catch up with him so he prepared. He placed his briefcase on the floor. He took the time to remove his suit jacket so it wouldn't get damaged. The sirens blared to signal a lockdown - he dropped to his knees ready for the Miranda. "Owen Shaw. You are under arrest."

Shaw rolled his eyes, there should be no satisfaction in this. It was not like they had caught him - he had walked through the front door and then announced himself. There should be no joy as it wasn't their skill that had caught him.

* * *

><p>Penning looked at the character sitting on the chair, shackled. Shaw was stunning in his arrogance. He was at a black site, so no one knew where he was. He had no friends and was about to endure interrogation after interrogation. Shaw had the nerve to be smiling!<p>

Penning had the overwhelming urge to go in there and wipe the smile off his face. "Who were you working for?" he asked through the speakerphone.

Shaw looked up at him and chose to give no answer. He just kept the same smug smile on his features. "I will not answer you Penning," was the only phrase that he seemed to know right now.

Penning did not show any emotion to the blatant disrespect. It seemed like Shaw was a willing captive but would offer nothing. He stared down at the infamous man. Shaw's prison was a solid perspex box - designed to repel all breakout attempts. He decided to go with his second plan and ask quick rapid fire questions. "Okay why did you offer yourself up? Are you running from someone?"

The Agents all looked at the medical monitors to gauge Shaw's physical reaction. Penning switched to quick fire questions to test involuntary reactions. Shaw gave them nothing - not one physiological reaction.

Toretto smirked at Stasiak, "You better pay up."

"We are not all machines like you Toretto."

Agent Dominic Toretto and the few agents he had brought with him were a godsend to Penning. Dom knew where his strengths lay and they were physical so he'd built a team around him to compensate. The team consisted of his his sister, Mia Toretto a fellow agent. There was also Vince an ex-soldier; Jesse and Leon were tech support. The final person he had brought with him at Penning's request was his ex-wife, Letty Ortiz.

He was never sure if that was a good thing, or, a bad thing on any given day. What Penning could not argue with was the results and closure rates as they pushed each other. Penning didn't care what their personal motivations were in trying to beat each other.

Shaw was waiting for the next barrage of questions. He could only imagine the furious conversation his trick was bringing. The FBI had shot him with a vital sign tracker, the minute that they had shackled him to the chair. Sure enough, Penning must have ended the debate as he asked his next question. It was clear that he was already tiring of the game, "So who will you speak to?"

Shaw smirked up at the camera, "That is easy. I will speak only to Special Agent Brian O'Conner."

_Penning and his team were silent. They were all wondering who the fuck was Special Agent Brian O'Conner?_


	2. Agent Brian O'Conner

**Chapter 2: Special Agent Brian O'Conner**

Brian woke up, cursing the start of the day. He didn't mind where he woke up. He would never regret marrying his lover Carter Verone. He loved the man something stupid and Carter doted on him too. What had him cursing was his alarm failing to wake him up and now he was late.

"Shit. Fuck. God damn everyone to hell." He shouted mad at the world.

Carter groaned hearing the cursing, the banging and the general anger of his husband. He watched from their bed as his husband managed to get ready in an impressive short amount of time. Three minutes from awake to dressed.

Brian was not amused. His husband was enjoying his pain, "It is not funny babe. I'm gonna be late on my first day!"

Carter chuckled, "You've been with the FBI forever. They will forgive one day."

"You don't understand ... I've switched from UC, which you wanted, to homicide. It won't look good if I am late."

Carter rolled his eyes, "You are ready less than four minutes after waking up. You have nothing to worry about. You look so fucking sexy right now that I want to drag you back to bed and Enrique will drive you where you wanna go."

Brian didn't agree but he was good enough not to take it out on Carter. "Thanks and I will do my best to get back for the club..."

He trailed off hearing the sounds of what was a pretty distinctive chopper landing on the road.

Both were curious, so headed to the front door. Brian's state of alarm grew when the armed SWAT Response team leader greeted him. "Special Agent Brian O'Conner?"

Brian nodded, snagged the bagel from Carter's hand and said deadpan, "I think my ride is here."

* * *

><p>Brian had been with the Agency five years, ever since he had graduated the Academy. He could say that he had some interesting years with the Bureau. He'd only moved out of the Undercover operations when he'd married Carter.<p>

You see, his boss had not been too keen on the idea. Brian had made a valid point and got his transfer with great reluctance. Carter was rich enough to be a minor celebrity so Brian argued it could compromise his identity.

So why was he here? He didn't want to get dragged into anything shady. He was doing his best to live without the bullets for the sake of Carter.

Agent Toretto was looking at O'Conner whilst Stasiak started talking to him. He wondered when Stasiak would figure out that the handsome blonde agent was playing with him.

"What is your connection to Owen Shaw?"

Brian shrugged, "None that I am aware of sir."

The agents tried to gauge whether he was being honest. Penning's initial take on the young agent was the kid was plain confused. Stasiak was like a do with a bone, "And if I make you take a polygraph test?"

There was the first sign of character from the Agent. The blonde smug and sure of himself in a way he had not seen in many when under scrutiny. The response was perfect,

"Well my result will be negative to whatever you ask ... In the interest of full disclosure the bureau has spent a lot of time and money in making sure of it."

Penning knew he was a UC agent but was beginning to get an idea about how good O'Conner was. He decided to take over the questions, "Is that right? So why profiling?"

Brian sighed, "I have a husband now and I want to use my education."

Toretto liked the guy despite having criminals ask for him by name. He was ballsy and took no crap. He could tell that Penning's attempts to fluster him would fail. Penning pulled his usual trick and asked the profiler a question most profilers hated. "So profile yourself?"

"I'm a thrillseeker that will no doubt miss the bullets but I prefer to keep my husband." Brian paused but refused to pull any punches. "I work cases hard and I need to wrap all points to an obsessive degree. It is a trait that upsets my co-workers but pleases the prosecuting attorney."

Penning pushed him, "What else?"

O'Conner shrugged, "I have trust issues. I will work and have my teams back but I can be frosty leading to people calling me snowman or some variation."

Brian waited for Penning to finish sizing him up. Brian was aware many would show intimidation at this tactic. Brian didn't care as he knew he had done nothing wrong. If you looked scared then people were more likely to suspect you.

Brian followed the director when he gestured for him to follow him. They came up to a window and pointed down at the ground floor. "Well let's show you one of America's most infamous criminals."

Brian knew the guy had asked for him by name.

It was not creepy or weird at all.

* * *

><p>Brian loved the set up that the FBI had gone to for the criminal. He thought it was hopeful if they believed it would keep him. Shaw was an experienced, secret-filled, British soldier. Brian was smart enough to know the minute that became known - it would be unlikely the US would get to keep him. The cell that they were keeping Shaw in showed how freaked the FBI were about the guy. The best way to describe it would be to imagine the cell created to house Magneto or Hannibal Lecter.<p>

Brian was staring at Shaw as the cell and holding area were below him. He was planning how he would want the conversation to go but he got the feeling he would be going with the flow. There were many cameras covering the whole floor. He didn't take his eyes off Shaw but waited until Penning came to join him to ask, "So what are my orders?"

Penning snorted, "Finding out why he chose to give himself up to us would be a good start."

Brian nodded and felt that it would be prudent to check, "And can I ask why he wanted to talk to me?" He didn't bother to hide his discomfort at the idea. Shaw was canny enough to Brian would be under suspicion just because Shaw asked him.

Penning just hummed, "If you can get him to open up by all means. I'm curious myself."

Brian knew that there would be no answers unless he went and asked the right questions. Still it meant that he would get nowhere unless he went down there, aiming for uncaring. He said with no small amount of irony. "Let's go and have a chat with the devil."

Brian suspected that if Owen caught the moniker then he would be rather pleased by the name. This was Brian's rodeo and he was going to show Shaw that there would be no one he could manipulate. "All agents need to clear the holding area."

People froze but were unsure what to do. Brian was not in the habit of repeating himself twice, "Now!"

He waited calm and composed as people scurried off the floor. Once they were clear, he headed to the single metal chair left for visitors. He had to talk to the prisoner, he saw no reason why he had to stand. It was cute, the exclusion zone marked out. He slouched back to watch as the perspex structure moved backwards. It left behind a chained Owen ready for questioning.

Brian kind of liked the guy in an abstract way. Shaw was chained and stuck in prison gear but Owen Shaw looked like he owned the room. It was a case of somehow Shaw seemed to work the crappy chair like he was a King on a throne.

One thing had not changed since Brian had come down the stairs. Owen had stared at him with an intensity usually reserved for lovers. Brian chose to ignore that, "Well I'm here ... what do you want?"

"It is so good to see you Brian."

"Do I know you?" He asked a little sharper than he intended.

Shaw himself seemed unbothered. He just settled back on his chair, as much as the cuffs would allow. Shaw had confidence in spades, "Not yet but I know so much about you."

Brian felt no one could blame him for his next comment. "Well that doesn't sound stalkerish much."

"We're going to do great things you and I," Owen promised.

Brian had to admire the guy's sense of self but that didn't mean he wouldn't do his best to rattle the guy in return. He let himself sprawl a little further knowing he'd annoy the other agents as well.

Brian had to poke him, "Well I'm not sure it would work out. I'm married to another man. Not to mention you've become a criminal mastermind and I work for the FBI."

Shaw laughed, pleased by the show of humour. He liked the fact O'Conner didn't take offense.

Shaw got to have his own poke. "Oh I know all about Verone ... Let's work together and we will see where the chips fall about everything else."

Brian was getting that there was even more going on here than he knew or his bosses could comprehend. All he wanted to know was what role Shaw wanted him to play in this game . "Just how do you see us working together?"

Shaw chose to explain, "Since I left the SAS I branched out and made many contacts ... People that your bosses don't even know about or can never get close enough to find. I want to help catch the clients that have ended up black-balled."

Brian frowned, "You'll have to translate the last bit again. I think it means something different over the other side of the pond."

Shaw rolled his eyes but didn't lose that smug look. It was like he knew that there was no way the FBI would turn down his offer. Just to tease them, he added, "A black-list if you like."

Brian understood the smug look. If Shaw was offering to help them catch bad guys then it would be perfect. The FBI would be able to hide the arrest and actually make him look like he was a CI for them. He could respect revenge as a motive but something wasn't sitting right. "Your file suggests that you are a precision driver and marksmen. Why not just kill them?"

Shaw smirked, "Now that doesn't seem like something a nice FBI agent should say."

Brian shrugged as he was not one to care what others thought about him. If Penning or Toretto had any complaints, well, fuck them. "It doesn't make my point any less true."

Shaw had a wry grin on his face, "I want to give something back to the community."

Brian snorted at the tone, choosing not to hide his cynicism. "Somehow your file suggests you let something other than altruism rule your decision making."

Shaw was enjoying this conversation. Brian just hoped that he was not living up to expectations.

Shaw smirked as he said, "That is true ... maybe you can help me reform my ways?"

That was the second time the guy had hit on him in as many minutes. Brian was smart enough to deflect, "Sorry my husband doesn't do threesomes."

He was not sure how to categorise the look on Shaw's face. This was a man who was in control of every action he took. If he was to try and describe it; it was the type of smirk that said you will be soon.


	3. Verbal Duels

**Shaw's List Chapter 3: Verbal duels**

Owen's delighted by what he had heard on one conversation. Brian was everything that he had hoped for. Shaw had made a promise and he intended to deliver on it. If he could have fun and clear a few off his ledger at the same time then so be it.

"Pity."

Brian snorted. "You have never met my husband."

Brian did not like that look. He could see that Shaw wanted him to believe that he did know Carter. It was a lie. Shaw's rather shady reputation made Brian suspicious of everything he said. Still he hated when Shaw said,

"Maybe."

"And what is that supposed to mean?" Brian asked not quite hiding his emotion. He knew as an interrogator remaining impartial was what the training taught you. Brian had found sometimes emotions yielded more results. He could hear the patronizing advice in his ear and ignored it all. This man for whatever reason had asked for him. He wanted to know why and if Owen Shaw thought he could screw with him. He was mistaken.

"I meant nothing by my comment." Shaw replied with a smirk, even as he tried to reassure him.

He so did but Brian was polite enough not to call him on it. In the end, it would not get them anywhere so he ignored it and moved on. He wanted to talk about Shaw's life not his marriage so brought the conversation back to the topic at hand.

"Why would you let yourself get arrested?" He asked, cool and professional once more.

Shaw snorted, "Would you believe me if I said boredom?"

Brian snickered in disbelief. Shaw was something else. "You walk into the headquarters of the FBI ... You risk a deep dark hole because you're bored."

Owen sat back, looking smug, "That's right it was not like any of you would have caught me."

What arrogance. Then again, was it arrogance if it was true Brian couldn't help but wonder. He would have liked to have a crack at him when he was in his undercover days. "I would have loved to have a crack at it."

"Oh and how would you have done it?" Shaw asked, eager to get an insight into the maverick agent.

It seemed an innocent question but it was a challenge. If Brian was egotistical, he may have fell for it. Instead Brian just smiled, "Well it won't matter as it will never happen. I moved out of UC work as I am sure you already know."

Shaw tilted his head to the side as if he was contemplating a great mystery. Shaw asked more out of curiosity. It was something that bugged him as Carter had stopped his husband from being great. "All that promise and talent. Why stop?"

"Now you are just trying to make me blush." Brian replied with all the sass he could muster. He didn't like just how much this man knew about him. It begged the question of why him? He was no one to Shaw; as far as he was aware he had never crossed paths with the man.

Shaw smirk widened, "I don't think that is your style."

Brian snickered, "I worked undercover. I would be whatever I had to be ... if I was to close the case."

Shaw loved the response as it allowed him another jab. "And then you threw away all that excitement for your husband. Do you want to get it back?"

Brian kept calm and neutral not wanting Shaw to see his desires. Brian had no doubt his co-workers were watching on tenterhooks right now upstairs. "How would I do that?"

"Help me track down my Blacklist. You can arrest them and I can have my petty revenge."

It was whimsical and Brian was sure he was trying to trade on his British charm. It wasn't working with him. It was too cold; too calculating. This was about more than revenge - he was sure of that if nothing else.

"This is more than revenge," he answered, fishing. He knew Shaw was a master of his emotions but he needed something to go on.

"It may just be," Shaw admitted. He offered nothing else but added in a smooth tone, "Does it matter to your superiors?"

Brian did not have a good answer. He knew that decision would occur at the highest level. "I have no idea what they will decide. What will you offer them to stop them from throwing you in a deep dark hole?"

Shaw looked smug, "I can bring them the likes of Johnny Tran, Braga and so much more. We have a top five rogues gallery ... I've just given you number four and five on the list. It is to whet your directors appetite so to speak."

Brian was sure he was just a regular old samaritan.

The worst thing was he knew the higher ups would take the deal. They were too desperate and he was offering to bring them villains they were not even aware existed. In theory it sounded like a good deal but he knew that he would be the one stuck with Shaw bringing them down.

Shaw sighed, "You look aggrieved?"

"Could you be any more British?" Brian asked.

Shaw smirk widened, "I am British and proud of it."

Brian rolled his eyes. "No reason." Just in his head he was trying to explain this to Carter. He was going from Undercover to Homicide and was now hijacked by a Black-ops division. This was just perfect so much from taking steps to avoid bullets. He would have to remember to look disappointed when he explained all this to Carter.

"Is there anything else you would like to add?" Brian asked.

Shaw had stayed calm throughout the entire interview, "About what Agent O'Conner?"

"Why me? Why now? Why should the FBI take the deal?"

Shaw looked serene, "All will become clear in time."

Brian had to overcome his urge to smack the guy. There was such a thing as too smug.

* * *

><p>The Director General read over the briefing notes several times. He had to as the report still did not make a lick of sense after several reads. "He just waltzed into the building?"<p>

Penning shrugged, not particularly graceful but honest, "Yes sir that is correct."

He looked at the long rap sheet of Owen Shaw and list of his known associates. "There is no way we can keep him. He would find a way to escape." It was galling to admit. "He has deep pockets and bribed way too many officials."

It was humbling thing to say when you're Director General but it was the absolute truth. "So why?"

Yet again Penning could do nothing but shrug as he just didn't have the answer. It not a great position to be in. "We don't know a lot. He wants to take out several people who have annoyed him in some form."

One of the haughty members of the board sniffed, "And we should just let him?"

Pening offered a reality check to the haughty one. "Well Ma'am if they are on Shaw's radar ... Then they are criminal and they are our problem."

"Well I don't like it."

Penning was not the only one to roll his eyes. "Well the question is what will win ... our sensibilities or the results he is offering."

The attorney general's eyes lit up, "I have seen the names of people ... this is what he is is offering us?"

"It appears to be that way sir with just one demand."

The Attorney general nodded, "Yes we have all read about it. What is Brian O'Conner's relationship with Shaw?"

Penning knew that in itself was the biggest question. "If you know then please tell me as none of us can see the link?"

"Not the Agent himself?" Another member queried.

Penning chuckled, "O'Conner wasn't impressed. He told Shaw he was happy in his marriage and his husband didn't do threesomes."

That got a wry chuckle, "To his face?"

Penning smirked, "It would seem that little phases O'Conner. He was a good fit for UC work but chose his marriage."

The head of Justice was considering all the angles. This was not a person who made a decision without considering all angles. There were so many unknowns in this scenario.

"I'm signing off. Penning you will play handler to the pair and work out of your current office."

"Yes Sir."

* * *

><p>Brian had put off going back to the Task Force office for as long as he could. He had spent the last few hours trying to use the records to find a connection between himself and Shaw. There had to be something linking the pair. He was too well informed about his life and Brian hated the disadvantage.<p>

Much to his mounting frustrations he had not pulled up any useful answers. There was so many files with blacked out section it was pointless. It was a task with a small chance of success from the beginning. He had no doubt that the others would be checking his search history. They would be suspicious of him now as Shaw had named him so in the minds of the FBI has was guilty by association.

He knew there was no point in delaying the inevitable. He may as well go and find out his fate. When he got into the office he stepped into a full blown argument between everyone. Brian's listened to the arguments back and forth. He could tell Stasiak believed this was the worst plan in the world - whatever the plan was.

"He is a criminal!"

Penning and Brian both snorted and Penning smirked. It was interesting his boss got the distinction. Brian had learnt the distinction in undercover operations. Poor Stasiak had no reason to ever know.

"Son there is a fine line between a cop and criminal." Penning was trying to explain with patience.

Stasiak was stubborn, "What is that?"

Brian answered, shocking the task force, "A badge."

Stasiak was looking to take his frustration out on anyone. He didn't like the way he was being side-lined. "You would say that. You'll get to work with your little pal down there."

"What fun for me." Brian replied, with a heavy dose of sarcasm. So just like he thought - Shaw was getting what he wanted. What exactly were they going to do? In reality - he was not sure there was an option he would favour.

He was not looking forward to it. He was never fond of working in any situation when the deck was in the other person's favour.

Penning didn't make an apology, "Justice have signed off the deal. They want you to partner him O'Conner."

Brian kind of wanted to rewind his day to the morning. The part where all his worries were about not being late for his first day in his new division.

"And do what exactly?"

The silence was deafening.


	4. Partner's Old and New

**Chapter 4: Partners old and new**

Brian was sighing as he pulled into the townhouse he shared with Carter. He had no clue how he was going to break it to his husband about what he was doing. He just hoped it didn't break into a fight, he didn't have the energy. He was not a chick but if they slept apart then he was not going to rest well. Brian knew that he would need to be at the top of his game to deal with Shaw.

If Brian wanted to describe Shaw, he would say he was a slippery magnificent bastard. He remembered his old boss saying that about a mark once upon a time, it definitely fit now.

The house was quiet but there was a light on in their bedroom. Brian had little care for once about where his clothes landed. Tiredness ruled his thinking and he wanted his husband.

"You are still alive then?" Came the voice from the bed. So that showed him how late home he was when his nightclub owner husband was in bed.

Brian smirked, "You should check for a pulse."

This was going to be a difficult conversation he may as well get him a little sex stupid first. It might help dampen his possessive jealous tendencies too. Brian was not naive; he loved his husband but that did not mean he was blind to his faults.

He dropped his pants and Carter jumped him. He landed on the bed with a groan. His last thought was Shaw who?

It was three hours later and Brian was _sore_ in all the right places. Carter had been good to him and given him exactly what he needed. He was still riding the high from great sex. He could feel Carter stroking his hair and he nuzzled into it like a giant cat. Carter knew it was one of his weaknesses.

"So what did you want to distract me from?" Carter asked him, showing just how well he knew Brian.

Brian pouted but was too sated to resist Carter. It was the best time to ask him anything and Carter knew it. "I have a no choice secondment starting from today."

Carter sighed, guessing there was way more to this than Brian was letting on. It was one of the reasons he hated Brian working for the FBI. He wished Brian would come to work for him but then again it was risky. Did Brian love him enough to ignore some of his less legal ventures? Until Carter could be sure, it was best for Brian to stay with the FBI. He tried to sound calm, "No normal work hours?"

Brian snorted, "I doubt it,"

Carter sometimes wished Brian was just good arm candy. He sighed as that was not true, that was not to say his husband was not handsome enough to be arm candy. It was just not his nature. Brian was too smart, flighty and independent to be ever considered a trophy husband. Carter also knew that should he ever suggest Brian give up his work. Brian would kick his ass before divorcing it.

"Is it as dangerous as the Undercover work?"

Brian didn't freeze but boy was that a loaded question. There was no good answer he would give. "I won't be away for months at a time but I may have to take short trips."

His husband was giving him his I-am-unamused-with-you look. "You didn't answer the danger question."

"I didn't." Brian agreed. He didn't want to lie, he didn't know how he could answer it. "I just don't know. Ask me again in a week."

"Will you tell me anymore in a week?"

Brian rolled over, to look Carter in his eyes. He wanted his husband to see his sincerity. "I love you and if it won't break the secrets act ... I will tell you."

That got a chuckle and a soft peck on the lips. "I know. Be safe and come back to me always."

Now that was a promise Brian could live with. He chose not to mention the name of his new partner. He liked the sleepy calm conversation and didn't want to break it.

* * *

><p>Brian stepped into the new 'office' and sighed. He could see that Shaw was ready to start his day. He would love to know who had the bright idea to let Shaw walk around the office with no guard. He could see Shaw wasn't armed but if anyone thought the man was harmless as a result. Well Brian felt they were bloody stupid to the point of ineptitude. He said nothing as sometimes you just have to accept you can't cure stupid. He didn't even want to try when it came to his new bosses.<p>

Brian offered a bright and cheery, "Good morning to you all."

Stasiak sneered, "O'Conner about time you got here."

Brian didn't even bat an eyelid at Stasiak's venom. He couldn't help but resist adding in a faux sweet voice, "Sorry Stasiak when you find a girl ... or a guy to put up with you. You will no longer want to be first in the office and then you will understand my needs."

He timed his comment to perfection too as Toretto had just started to take a drink of coffee. He would treasure the look as Toretto spat it back up in shock. "You are something else O'Conner."

Brian just shrugged; his morning would start right now. It was always a good day if you could make a fool of Stasiak. The man was an asshole and Brian was only too happy to take him down a peg or two every opportunity he got. His opportunities to mock stopped with AD Penning walking into the office. Brian assumed that now was the time to get serious.

Penning stood at the front and called for quiet. "Right as some of you may be aware. This office now has a new mission."

"To go forth and boldly go where no one has gone before?" One agent ventured.

Penning showed he at least had a good sense of humour. "Thank you Captain Picard. No. Mr Shaw has kindly agreed to help us catch some of his less savoury associates. These are criminals so good that some of them have not even entered our radar. We have a unique opportunity and a rare source of Intel that we will be utilising to full effect."

Letty spoke up finally and she had impressed Brian. So far all she managed to do was glare with hostility at any one who dared to speak to her ex-husband. "And just who will be chasing?"

Brian countered with, "The scum of the Earth?"

Shaw chuckled, "Well I might argue about some of my associates but Johnny Tran is all you say and then some."

Brian knew the name. Looks like they were heading to L.A. He figured he would tell Carter on the plane and then blame his bosses.


	5. LA: City of Angels? pt1

**Chapter 5: LA: City of Angels?**

The plane was a private Jet so at least Brian was travelling in style. The others were in awe - Brian not so much. Carter's company had one so whenever they needed it - it was there's. As all the Agents sat in comfort they got to hear about all the misdeeds of Johnny Tran. The team were all in agreement that he was a bad man. The question was how to catch him?

Brian listened in disbelief to what his boss said.

"We need to take Tran down soon."

Brian rolled his eyes, "Well of course we want him off the streets. In what condition do you want Tran?"

Penning looked at him with a glare. It seemed he didn't like his question. All Brian got in the way of an answer was,

"Not in a body bag if you can help it."

Well that took all the fun out of it Brian thought. Still he would prevail because he wasn't happy at how Tran treated his working girls. He'd want to kill him for that alone. Brian asked with a wary tone, "So do you have a plan?"

Shaw looked at most of the team, "Do you all still race?"

Brian looked offended, it was akin to asking the Pope if he was Catholic. "Of course I do. Can you still shoot from 1900 yards?"

The others sucked in a breath, waiting to see the response. They all froze hearing the laugh, "My apologies."

Brian grinned at him. Shaw was a mastermind criminal and dangerous but at least he had a sense of humour. It was weird to be in LA. He'd not known that the Toretto's were all from around these parts. It was going to make part of this operation easier and some harder.

Penning sighed, "So what is the plan?"

Shaw looked like there was going to be murder and mayhem soon enough. In all honesty - Brian was okay with it as it would catch the bad guys. Owen explained the first part soon enough. "Well the Toretto's need to go back to Echo Park and rebuild their street images."

Brian was getting a bad feeling. If the Toretto's were going to race then what was his role in this operation. He had to ask, "What will I be doing?"

Shaw smirked, "We're going direct to the source."

Brian groaned, putting his hands over his face. He needed to ask so he could start planning his role. "The PA or the arm candy?"

Penning didn't like the way O'Conner seemed to be on the same wavelength as Shaw. Of course, Penning should be ecstatic if partners had that level of understanding. There was just the slight issue in this example where one was FBI and the other was a master criminal.

Shaw smirked at him, "Even if I say you are my personal assistant they would never believe me."

Brian was remembering the conversation he'd had with Carter about no more undercover work. The trouble with that promise was Tran ran in the nightclub circles. He was going to have to go with Shaw so he would need to change his appearance a little. He couldn't risk Tran making a link back to him and Carter.

He gave in to the inevitable, "I need to go shopping."

Shaw smirked, "Already being high maintenance?"

The team watched the transformation in O'Conner and it was startling. He was no longer Brian O'Conner the competent mysterious FBI agent. He was now just Brian the arm candy of Owen Shaw. It was strange to see as there had yet to be any physical things to change. It was just based on his acting alone. The looks at Shaw were extreme. His entire focus was on Owen and you could believe that he thought Owen hung the moon. They all knew it to be false and yet if you'd only watched them from that point you would never believe it.

Toretto shivered, "Now that is just creepy?"

Brian was finally having fun, he smiled at Owen, getting up close and personal. He looked distraught at something, "Have I upset you?"

"No honey you are doing just fine." Owen replied enjoying just how uncomfortable the scene was for the others to watch.

Brian slid even closer. "Why can't I get a few things to make your night?"

Owen was not the only one adjusting his pants at the little suggestive routine. He had to remember to slow this down - for now, Brian assumed Carter was a good guy. Shaw had to remember his promise and remind himself that for better or worse; Brian wasn't his. He had to remember that fact before he got into trouble. He handed over a black credit card and the spell broke.

Brian was up and away from him with a teasing smile still on his face. "When we land I will get some stuff and meet you at the hotel."

Toretto chuckled, "I like him."

"You just think he is pretty." Ortiz hissed.

Dom looked right at his ex-wife, "You could be dead and would think O'Conner is pretty. I don't touch married people Letty never did."

There was a hidden meaning in that statement. Still no one was stupid enough to get between the two ex spouses. Shaw just made a mental note; there was more room to exploit there if needed. He was still getting used to this team. It was good to know how people ticked.

* * *

><p>Penning was in the control room with Stasiak watching their agents. It was obvious that they were good at what they did.<p>

The Director was getting his briefing from his second. He wanted to make sure he had the gist of the summary. "So Toretto is once again the beloved Race King?"

Stasiak sneered, "Oh yeah. The race bunnies started to flock to him the minute he passed the finish line."

Penning may not approve of the racing but glad to hear that their agent won. "That's our boy."

He second was grinning so he the next part must be funny. Sure enough he found out,

"Oh the best bit ... the divorce isn't known about here. So they are having to act in love."

Penning had his face in his hands, trying to his laughter. Ortiz was a good agent but not one he'd want to cross. "Jesus hide the knives."

Stasiak snorted, "Yeah I don't think that will help. We need to be on watch. The big show is about to start."

* * *

><p>There was one small silver lining in this affair. Tran couldn't afford to have photographers sniffing around his club. It would interfere with the illegal activities he assumed. He was so used to it with Carter's clubs. It was a good thing too as he did not want photos of him wrapped around another guy. If these shots got back to Carter - there would be such a domestic. He was wearing leather trousers with a black silk shirt. He'd mussed his hair up, the undercover stylist had suggested make up. He'd told her where to go, there was some things that he would draw a line at.<p>

Shaw just patted his hand, "You ready?"

He did not go for the cliched response, which he thought he should get points for. He became the role. He just tucked his arm into Owen's, "Let's go see your friend babe."

They walked up to the steps where the VIP section was in the club. Brian tried not to be a snob but Carter was much better at designing his clubs. No one in the business was going to question them as they were too scared of Owen. It paid to be a scary motherfucker.

Tran was repulsive for lack of a better description. He was the type of person to have girls draped over him to look good. The only trouble was the girls were there through pain and coercion. Shaw had a tight grip on his hand - to the crew it would look possessive. Brian knew better - It was a reminder to behave as they had bigger fish to fry.

The guy screamed used-cars salesman rather than criminal mastermind. Still Tran felt like he could look Brian up and down, acting like the perfect leach. Brian wanted to shudder just looking at the guy. "Owen my old friend."

Brian could see the warm greeting was not appreciated. Bold to as it was not like Shaw's reputation wouldn't precede him too.

Shaw managed to match the false smile. He then asked Brian's favourite question ever, "Johnny give me one good reason not to kill you?"

Brian didn't freeze. He wished he could be back at the control room to see his bosses' faces. He may look a ken doll all jazzed up but at least there was entertainment this evening.

Shaw was pressing home his point. He hadn't let go of the handshake. If anything Owen had tightened the grip to the point where Brian was sure he could hear bones breaking. "What ... have you gone deaf? Man up and speak to me Johnny."

Tran had paled realising just what type of meeting this was. He was ambitious but he was not stupid enough to cross Owen Shaw. He stuttered out,

"I can get you some goods. I just have to pick the drivers."
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Jesus Christ. This man was so dumb. Brian felt sorry for the followers of Johnny Tran. No scratch that - if they were too stupid not to have killed him then they bring it on themselves.

He hated the way Owen pulled him in close. If he was not playing arm candy he would have clocked him one. There was one silver lining to playing arm candy and that was he didn't have to say much which he was grateful for.

Brian may be good undercover but hiding his repulsion for the lowlife in front of him may be too much even for him. Tran was lower than scum from his initial impressions and Brian had met some real dirtbags.

"Talk." Owen demanded.

Shaw was still a man of few words it seemed. It was fun to watch it turned on someone else in a menacing way. It was an effective way of getting what you want. You have the opponent trying to fill in the awkward silence.

Tran was just too easy to trap. He was uncomfortable being in Shaw's presence. He'd already made that bit obvious. If he was this freaked - He was going to spill his guts so it would not be a long operation. Brian would not complain if this was the case. He already wanted to go back home.

It seemed the uncomfortable silence paid off. Tran started to babble, "Braga wants to ship girls and coke into the city."

Brian wanted to snort. This Braga was an ambitious motherfucker if he wanted to move both. The trouble the was _FBI Brian _would snort at the remark- _Arm Candy_ Brian just smiled in a vacant way.

Shaw gave nothing away with his comment of , "Is that so?"

Tran shrugs as if he wants to neither confirm or deny. Shaw's nickname was the concierge of crime. He was the one to act as a broker. He needed scum like Tran to move the goods to the places he wanted them. It was a good business model. The police and authorities would arrest the movers and shakers. They wouldn't look for the one pulling the strings. Like in this example, if arrests occurred it would be Tran's men paying the price.

Tran squirmed wondering if Shaw was going to kill him right now. He was thinking about something that much was clear. He waited with bated breath to hear what Shaw would decide.

Shaw asked,"If I provide you with the right cars ... What would my cut be?"

Tran didn't show shock at the offer. He could tell it was an important deal to Shaw. He had to be smart. If he was greedy he could kiss goodbye to any future work between Shaw and himself. He'd been stupid sleeping with Shaw's cousin but in his defence she was hot. He hadn't been thinking long-term and that was what got him in trouble.

"Would you be agreeable to 50-50 consider it a joint venture?" Tran offered but it was clear he was expecting some haggling over the deal.

Shaw cocked his head to the side, as if to contemplate the decision. It was so much fun playing with idiots like Tran. He was walking on eggshells right now. Tran was so wary expecting at any moment Shaw would shoot him. He turned to Brian,

"What do you think baby?"

Brian smile was sweet, playing up the adoration. He was playing a role. He imagined he was with Carter and in one of his sarcastic moods. It was not hard to fake love with his husband. He moved a little closer to Shaw, "Does this mean I can head to Laguna Beach?"

Shaw laughed playing with his bottom lip, "You just want to surf all day."

"It is what I'm good at and you don't complain." Brian sassed right back. It was teasing that Shaw would allow.

It didn't take a genius to go with the mental image Brian was painting. All the better to paint him as the mindless surfer boy that was distracting Shaw from his true business.

Tran chuckled. Shaw's bed companion was something else. "You have your hands full with your partner."

Shaw looked pleased by the compliment, "It is never a dull day. It will be 60 - 40 and go to 50 - 50 should we do a repeat business."

Tran didn't bother to hide how pleased he was by the offer. It was a good one from Shaw. If he'd been a little smarter and less greedy. He might have questioned why he was getting such a good deal. Traps had to be good and appeal to the greed of the mark so you can reel them in.

It was a good thing Tran wasn't smarter. He instead offered, "Let us celebrate tomorrow. You come to dinner and I will have an update on your drivers."

Shaw as expected accepted for the both of them. "That sounds like fun."

* * *

><p>Brian snorted at Shaw's comment to Dom. "Hey Racer better bring the A-Game tonight. Tran is looking for drivers to appease me."<p>

They had not gone to the Hollywood home that was the base of their operations. It was just a little too Hollywood for Brian's tastes. He was not one for over ostentatious which is why he liked the apartment he and Carter share. He was not sure where they were. "Where are we?"

Shaw shrugged, "A little bolt hole of mine... "

Brian rolled his eyes at what he was guessing was a Britishism, "In American?"

Shaw snorted, "The place I go to ground in LA."

Brian could only grin at the annoyance in Shaw's voice. "Well why didn't you just say so?"

Shaw just huffed. "Go and call your husband."

He was not being magnanimous. He needed the break from O'Conner - he was a perfect partner apart from being an FBI agent. The only trouble was O'Conner was not ready to hear what he needed to with an open mind. Shaw had made a promise to look out for O'Conner. He had done as he promised to O'Conner's father. The only trouble was that as he kept track of him - he became more and more entranced. He'd hoped he would be as impressed when meeting him face to face.

The meeting had exceeded all his expectations. Brian was fantastic in person. He was smart, funny and dangerous. If you add in the looks Owen was well on the way to full blown lo ... lust.

During his watchful years. He'd found out that Brian had married. He was furious about the asshole Brian had married. He'd planned and schemed knowing that to take down Carter Verone he would have to be careful. His first thought had been to just kill the man but he wanted a better revenge for Brian. He was going to hurt the man where it would hurt the most - his money.

Still it burnt to watch the unsuspecting man go and talk to his husband.

Brian had gone in the direction of the room Owen had indicated. It was extravagant but tasteful.

"It is my guest room." Owen had explained.

Brian was not one to kick a gift horse in the mouth so he just thanked Owen. He was quick to get in there and just breathe. He could slip into any role. He was good at it but masks have their own consequences. It was true that if you play a role long enough then you start to think it is you. It was why undercover operations were so risky and the operatives cared for. You walked a fine line between being believable and going native. He hadn't been lying when he'd said the only difference between a cop and a criminal was a badge.

He heard Carter's voice on the phone. Brian knew Carter wouldn't have expected him to call so soon. "Hey baby."

"Brian."

Just the way Carter said his name made Brian relax and remember his feelings for the man. Carter had saved him in so many ways. He'd met him while on a rest week after a long stint of operations. Brian had tried to play the airhead and Carter had seen through it.

"Miss you already Carter."

That got him a laugh, "I always miss you. Why do we do this to ourselves?"

Brian was asking himself the same question. He was questioning whether the bullets and drama was worth the sacrifice. He was getting older and maybe not wiser. "Ask me again when this little taskforce is over."

There was a silence on the other end of the line. Brian knew he'd shocked his husband. Carter had never asked him to quit his job. He would never make him choose. Brian was beginning to understand that it was not a case of choosing so much as deciding what he wanted out of life. He was thinking the answer may not lie in bullets and adrenaline.

"Are you serious?"

Brian huffed, "Yeah I am. This sucks and my new partner Owen is crazy."

Carter chuckled hearing his husband's pout. Brian had always known there was a place for him in the business. There was a lot of skills an ex-FBI agent could bring to the table.

"I'm sorry for you corazon."

Brian sighed hearing the shout from the other room. "I'm coming SHAW!"

He cut off his phone call, even though he wanted to stay on the phone longer. He loved talking to his husband anytime of the day. "I'll catch you later babe."

Brian would never see the way his husband's face paled. The way Owen Shaw's name made his heart race in shock. Just what the hell was Owen Shaw doing with the FBI?
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The city of angels was at its most seediest in Trans little hideaway. Brian had clocked the underage girls strewn throughout the place. He was not naive enough to wonder what they were doing there. The suckiest part of undercover work was having to tamper down on his morals. He was aware that many thought he didn't have morals.

He did.

He was just better at hiding his disgust. It was stupid, his outrage would give him away as cop and then he would get nowhere. It was what he was telling himself right now. He wanted the girls to be free of the monster and safe.

Dinner was going to be an excruciating ordeal. He was pretty sure he would prefer torture to having to sit down and play nice with Johnny Tran. The only bonus was knowing Owen would have to suffer it with him.

It was true about the old adage - misery does indeed love company.

"Mr Shaw and his partner are here." the oily cousin announced. Brian remembered his name from the records it was Lance. What he didn't like was the way he was looking at him the idiot cousin was staring at him like he was fresh meat. If the guy went **beyond** looking Brian was going to break his fingers and arms regardless of the case.

Shaw had taken note of it, given the way he'd tightened his grip on Brian's arm. Brian wondered if it was a reminder to him to play his part or a back off warning to Lance. This was when he found undercover work hard. He could play a role but despite his appearance - he was no ones bitch.

Lance understood the message or at least had some sense of self preservation. He immediately put some space between them. Brian was grateful for the reprieve. He could breathe a little at least.

They sat down to dinner like civilised people. It was such a farce and he could tell the attempt just pissed off Owen. It made it funnier and more bearable for Brian It was good to see that he was not the only one in hell.

Owen decided to move things along, "Any business needs to be complete in two weeks. I am taking Brian to Milan."

Brian preened. "I love Milan and Italy has some great beaches."

Tran just raised his glass, "I will have to go sometime. You are a lucky man Mr Shaw."

Brian looked into Owen's eyes playing besotted, "I'm the lucky one."

The people were smart enough not to make any comment on Shaw's personal life. If he was gay that was his business. He and his brother were both legendary special ops soldiers in the past. No one crossed them and lived to tell the tale.

Tran chose to get to the business side of the deal and forestall any more attempts at conversation. "We have your drivers lined up." He announced in good cheer.

Shaw just quirked an eyebrow, not giving away what he thought about the news. This was one of the reasons Tran hated to do business with Shaw. He was mercurial in his moods. You would never know if he was happy with your performance or about to slit your throat until afterwards.

Shaw asked with surprising humour, "Do they know they are my new drivers?"

Tran had the gall to just shrug. It was the way of doing business in the Underworld. The crime lords would find the desperate who they could bribe to do the risky ventures. If it fell through then the desperate were the ones to take the wrap not the crime lord. It was how you stay at the top of your field.

Tran answered the question with a rare honesty. "Once I have the right leverage the approach will happen."

Ah Brian understood that - it was the oldest trick in the book. They would need to give Dom and the team a dirty little secret. It had to be juicy enough to hook Tran without making him think it was a trap. He would not leave it up to chance - he would write the legend.

First he had to survive the meal.

It turns out that Lance was that stupid. He asked the couple, "How did you two meet?"

Brian smiled, "Well I was surfing and when I got back to my lounger ... There was this guy sitting there."

Owen rolled his eyes, "I wanted to take him to dinner and had watched him rebuff everyone's interest. I had to do something to get his attention."

Brian leant in close, "Well it worked. One date became two and then we're travelling all over the world."

There was a fine line. The story was one that hinted of a romanticism none would believe of Owen. It reinforced Brian's image as arm candy and Tran's world could go on spinning.

Due to good luck, the meal did not last too much longer. It was time for them to go. Brian and Owen had played their roles to perfection. He had to say something though as he slipped into their car for the evening. "Oh honey if Lance hits on me on more time ... Then I will shoot him."

Owen laughed out loud. You had to admire a way a guy could sound so sweet as they promised murder. It was quite a turn on if he was being honest. As he was neither the law nor particularly squeamish his response was, "Whatever you say luv."

Brian grinned as he was pretty sure that was permission. He knew being a good FBI agent he shouldn't be having these thoughts. Still he'd dealt with Lance's leeching for most of the evening so his thoughts were not on the right side of the law.

Oh and the FBI in their infinite wisdom left him with only Owen Shaw to reign him. He just knew Penning had not checked his UC file too well. If he had then there was no way he would be this calm.

They had not thought this through.

It was their fault not his. He just wanted to get back to the apartment to talk to his husband.

**&*&*&*&*&*&*&*&*&*&*&*&**.

Over in Echo Park, Dom looked around the shop. He had leased it out in his name for years. After his Dad had died the garage had been too painful. He knew he needed to make some changes in his life. He'd gone to see an old friend who talked about leasing the garage and shop out. It had been a good plan as he'd been able to put him and Mia through college on the proceeds.

Dom at the time had been struggling to keep a hold on his temper. He was sure if he'd seen Kenny Linder the guy responsible for his Dad's crash. He would have beat the guy to death with his own hands. So he would have gone to prison, leaving Mia on her own and his Dad's ghost haunting his ass. He had not seen the FBI in his future - but it had worked out well for him and Mia. He was glad he still got to work with her.

Along for the ride he now had Jesse and Vince. He could imagine a different time where they had all found there way here. Jesse was like Mia, they would have loved designing cars. If he'd got a hold of Vince earlier before the army he had no doubt he could have turned him into a true petrol-head.

As it was he hadn't got a hold of Vince early so he was sticking out like a sore thumb. It was obvious that the Ex-Soldier could drive but didn't know shit about engines. Still he was using his lack of knowledge as a way to get Mia to teach him. Dom couldn't decide if he liked his friends style or wanted to knock him on his ass as this was his sister. Still he had to remember that his sister was a grown ass woman who would not take kindly to Dom's thoughts.

He knew the game plan. O'Conner had briefed him on what to expect from Tran. The trouble was he had to wait for Tran to come to him. He was not a patient man. This was not news to anyone who knew him. The only good part about today was he got to work on the cars that he loved and get paid on Uncle Sam's dime.

Letty stood on alert, he was guessing Tran had arrived.

Game Time.

"You all look busy." Their suspect announced.

Dom sighed turning around, "What can I do for you stranger? You have a car need fixin' ?"

Tran snorted, "No my cars run just fine."

If Dom was not playing a role right now. He would have made a comment like, 'We're still talking about cars right?'

It sucked that he was playing a role. Dom was playing a mechanic who was down on his luck and in trouble with people in Miami. It was easy enough to fabricate a story. Brian had used his original past and cut it off after the move. Dom knew that if he had not moved after his Dad's death he could have gone down this path. The story was he got into hot water as a racer and a local drug lord Minetti was after him over a job gone wrong. It just the right type of leverage a guy like Tran would seize upon to blackmail a guy.

Dom picked up the rag to wipe the motor oil off his hands. He turned to face the guy. "So how can I help you?"

Tran walked around like he already owned the place. It was enough to piss Dom off and make him want to shoot the guy even if he didn't know the guy was dirty. "I'm in need of your other skills."

Mia reared up playing the concerned sister to perfection. "You asshole he is here making a fresh start."

Tran shrugged, it was not the first time such he'd heard such an accusation about himself. "So you say. I'm still in a position to let Minetti know where you brother is."

Dom made the masque of a defeated man. "Step inside my office. Vince make sure Mia doesn't do anything rash."

Mia was hurling abuse at both of them. Dom just gave Tran a shrug as if to say what can you do. Mia was still cursing up a storm even as she text Brian.

Bait taken.
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Brian had gone into the 'office' for a few hours. He needed downtime, plus, it was nice to remember he had a brain. It was one of the best ways he was going to stay sane whilst playing arm candy. He was looking through his messages and snickered. He loves it when a plan comes together.

He walked into Penning's office, ignoring Stasiak, "Tran took the bait according to Mia."

"Just how did you know Tran would go there?" Stasiak asked with a clear hint of accusation.

Brian rolled his eyes. He'd had more than one person accuse him of being a criminal. The only thing was he knew where the line was; he was just capable of doing what was necessary to get the job done. "I'm paid to understand the criminal mind and I'm good at my job. Dom needed a juicy secret Tran could exploit. Minetti being after him will make him dirty enough without it seeming like a trap."

Stasiak sneered, "And when Tran checks on this Minetti character?"

Brian was getting more and more offended. This guy was such a douche. He knew how to do his job. "Well since Minetti is a crook and owes me a favour. He has been ranting to everyone and anyone about he wants to string Toretto up by his balls."

Penning snorted, "And that is why Brian is the one undercover. Stasiak go and do your job."

Shaw was glad to see the idiot storm out of the door. "The bait's taken but Tran is acting squirrelly. I don't like it."

Brian seeing the look on Penning's face, collapsed into a fit of giggles. "You broke him."

Owen was sure the place was run by idiots. He knew Brian was right. He didn't get it. He had not done anything illegal. Hell he was being way more polite than he usually would be. "How?"

"They don't get British."

Shaw quirked an eyebrow. There was more of a story there - Brian had never been confused by any of his speech patterns. "Oh bloody hell. Tran is acting against his norm. He is too eager to please in this operation. He is stupid at the best of times ... now he will be dangerous."

Penning was smart enough to take the warning for what it was. "All the better for us to arrest his ass."

Brian loved how the way the director boiled it down to something so simple. It was not that simple. The only way it would happen was when guys like him and Dom risked their asses. He didn't make any comment in return, as his sarcasm would be wasted. Instead, he felt it would be much better for both his calm and Owen's anger to get the hell out of there.

"We are going to hit the streets. Make sure everything is on track and we'll check in soon."

Owen looked relieved at the chance to get away. Brian used to love his job but the politics was wearing him down. And the last thing he wanted was to get pulled for Black-ops duty. He missed Carter and didn't want to get pulled so deep into this mess that he would lose his marriage.

He was cranky and all he wanted to do was work on his car, "Can we go Harry's?"

"Course we can luv."

Owen had driven but listened to the instructions on how to get to the place. It was one of the first places Brian had asked Mia and Dom about. He needed to know how to look after his car and get the necessary parts.

Brian got out of the car and seeing Owen's stiff lip asked, "What?"

"Here?"

Brian was laughing and smiling now he was away from the office, "Try not to say it with such disdain darling." He couldn't help but tease Owen using one of his own pet names against him.

Owen was not impressed. Then again he was a far cry from home and his specialised workshop. He would have to venture inside as Brian was tugging him inside he had little choice. He had to ask one last time, "Why did you need to come here?"

Brian rolled his eyes and just for a fraction of a second dropped the act. "You are baiting a sociopath. I want my car to have a better kick than an agency car."

Owen had shrugged off the answer and agreed. He was curious to see just how much Brian knew about cars. He'd seen the look of longing on his face when Dom and the others had been tasked with driving. After all Owen could play it off as appeasing his boy-toy if anyone asked.

The shop was what you would expect of a car shop. The shop wreaked of alloys and chrome. It was a smart play on the owner's part. It was only if you looked beneath the surface then you would see the less legal deals taking place. He'd thought he would be bored going around the place. This was nothing like his own custom made garage back home in London. He was finding the trip worth it for the look on Brian's face, he was in his element and enjoying himself.

"Man this place is great."

Owen loved the way O'Conner was able to show his enthusiasm but in a way that never broke cover. It was smart. "What do you want to buy?"

Brian gripped his arm and pulled him over to the engine parts he wanted. He was pointing to several pieces. They were the types of parts only an expert would know would help improve the speed of your car. Yes, O'Conner was definitely more than just a pretty face.

Over the other side of the room Johnny Tran entered into Harry's. One of his gang worked at Harry's and gave him the head's up about Shaw and arm-candy being there. Tran wanted to observe the couple in greater detail - there was something odd about them. Shaw treated this one with way more care than he had ever known of any of Shaw's playthings. It was almost as if he truly cared about this Brian. He didn't think he would ever see the day where Shaw would care for another human being. The question remained, could he use this?

He stepped up to them, he had no doubt that Shaw had seen him. "What a surprise Mr Shaw."

"Mr Tran. Excuse us it seems Brian has a long shopping list." Shaw replied with a surprising fondness.

Brian did not like the way the creep was staring at him. This was not the gay cousin this was Tran. Owen had caught the looks as well. His words were cordial but Owen was looking at Tran like he was thinking of where to bury the body.

Tran watched the lover with an eagle eye. He gave nothing away but there must be more to him. Shaw would not waste his time with an airhead, would he?

If this had been someone else he would have risked threatening them but he wasn't suicidal so he left. He needed to make sure Toretto and his team turned up. If they screwed up, he would take the sister until they made things right.

* * *

><p>Dom knew what was supposed to happen. This was a milk run to test their abilities as a team. It was insulting and not even a good test of his skills.<p>

Vince looked at the cargo they'd hauled. It was cellphones and he was guessing tobacco in the other crates. "We did all this for what?"

"A chance at the big catch." Dom reminded him. He was careful in his words but knew Vince would catch his hidden meaning. They wanted to catch Tran with what they were all sure would be coke and diamonds. It had to be for how nervous and jumpy he was.

"I hear ya. It will be good to have this guy off our back," Vince replied, remembering to play his part.

Dom sent a coded message to Tran and closed the garage door. There was a siren in the background but he dismissed it. There was no way the FBI wouldn't have told authorities to stay clear.

Only the sirens were getting closer, he looked at Vince and Letty. His partners in crime to speak all agreed that the sirens were getting closer.

Letty spat out, "Fucking hell we've got to get out of here."

Dom nodded but knew that Tran would be spitting mad. He had to move quick to avoid a costly retribution.


End file.
